BOOK VII
VENDEMIAIRE

CHAPTER I

DECADENT

How little did any one suppose that here was the end
not of Robespierre only, but of the Revolution System
itself I Least of all did the mutinying Committee-men
suppose it; who had mutinied with no view whatever
except to continue the National Regeneration with thek
own heads on their shoulders. And yet so it verily was.
The insignificant stone they had struck out, so insignifi-
cant anywhere else, proved to be the Keystone; the
whole arch-work and edifice of Sansculottism began to
loosen, to crack, to yawn; and tumbled piecemeal, with
considerable rapidity, plunge after plunge; till the
Abyss had swallowed it all, and in this upper world
Sansculottism was no more.

For despicable as Robespierre himself might be, the
death of Robespierre was a signal at which great multi-
tudes of men, struck dumb with terror heretofore, rose
out of their hiding-places; and, as it were, saw one
another, how multitudinous they were; and began
speaking and complaining. They are countable by the
thousand and the million; who have suffered cruel
wrong. Ever louder rises the plaint of such a multitude;
into a universal sound, into a universal continuous peal,
of what they call Public Opinion. Camille had de-
manded a' Committee of Mercy', and could not get it;
but now the whole Nation resolves itself into a Commit- -
tee of Mercy: the Nation has tried Sansculottism, and